THE NEW  MACHIAVELLI

planned that we should meet for a half a day between
Dover and Walmer and talk ourselves out. I still re-
call that day very well, recall even the curious exalta-
tion of grief that made our mental atmosphere dis-
tinctive and memorable. We had seen so much of one
another, had become so intimate, that we talked of
parting even as we parted with a sense of incredible
remoteness. We went together up over the cliffs, and
to a place where they fall towards the sea, past the
white, quaint-lanterned lighthouses of the South
Foreland. There, in a kind of niche below the crest,
we sat talking. It was a spacious day, serenely blue
and warm, and on the wrinkled water remotely below
a black tender and six hooded submarines came
presently, and engaged in mysterious manoeuvres.
Shrieking gulls and chattering jackdaws circled over
us and below us, and dived and swooped; and a
skerry of weedy, fallen chalk appeared, and gradually
disappeared again, as the tide fell and rose.

We talked and thought that afternoon on every
aspect of our relations. It seems to me now we talked
so wide and far that scarcely an issue can arise in
the life between man and woman that we did not at
least touch upon. Lying there at Isabel's feet, I have
become for myself a symbol of all this world-wide
problem between duty and conscious, passionate love
the world has still to solve. Because it isn't solved;
there's a wrong in it either way. . . . The sky, the
wide horizon, seemed to lift us out of ourselves until
we were something representative and general. She
was womanhood become articulate, talking to her
lover.
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